72            SIR MARTIN FROBISHER
for your deliverance, eyther with force, or with
any commodities within my shippes, which I will
not spare for your sakes, or anything else I can
do for you. I have aboord of theyrs a man, a
woman and a childe, which I am contented to de-
liver for you, but the man I carried away from
hence last yeare is dead in England. Moreover
you may declare unto them, that if they deliver
you not, I wyll not leave a manne alive in their
country* And thus unto God whom I trust you
do serve in haste I leave, and to him we will dayly
pray for you. This Tuesdaye morning the Seav-
enth of August, Anno 1577.
Yours to the uttermost of my power,
MARTIN FROBISHER.
I have sent you by these bearers, penne, incke
and paper, to write backe unto me agayne, if per-
sonally you can not come to certifye me of youre
estate.
This was all that could be done. They had now cap-
tured a woman and child, as well as the man so deftly
thrown by the Cornish "wrastler," and Best gives a re-
markable account of the meeting of the two adult sav-
ages, the Englishmen looking on with interest:
Having now got a woman captive for the com-
fort of our man, we brought them together, and
every man with silence desired to behold the man-
ner of their meeting and entertainment, the which
was more worth the beholding than can be now
expressed by writing. At their first encountering
they beheld each the other very wisely for a good
space, without speech or word uttered, with great
change of colour and countenance, as though it